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PEG WESSON.

o was in March, 1745, and the com-

pany ralssl s CGloscesier W jolo the sx-

m agninst Loalsbmrg was w leave

with the rising of the morrow's

#un. o the spring iwilight turee young

man wade their way, with aoisy jest

and song, Wweard & wretched cottage

Bat stood 1n the outakirts of the town
! rapped loudly for sdmittance,

The door wes opened by » withered
old erre. A candle, burning o a
muall wile, dimly revealed the hlack-
sl walls of the nterivr, the bunches
of hazhs Bavging from the celling, &
seant supply of butterel pewter plates
ad coarse sartheawars on soie shalves
v & coruer. a few ol chatrs and & pack
of worn and gressy canls apparently
$ust Aung down.

W hat ye here for® Off with ye!™ oried
the old woman whes she saw who ber
Visitors were.

Ui, now, Pegzy.” sald tha tallest of

e thrve in & whesdling tone, “we're {

off in the moruing for Louwburg, you
Enow, acd we thought we'd pay you a
Garewell visit and got our fortanes told.”

“TU warrant ye've 0o siller to pay me
wi', Martia Sanders,” said Peggy, keep-
fog & firm grip on the door and pushing
it & littls closer ua she spoke.

“Here's & bright new silver sixpence
for ye," dwplaying it as he spoke, “and
Tom sod Job have more of the smme
ot So sow let us come in and give
e 3 good send off.”

The money proved an argument not
o beo galosaid, aod Peggy admitted
them.  When they wers scated she took
op ber cards, shbofied themn wnd pro-
gaeded to tall the young men's fortanes,

Job Ayers came first, then Tom Good-
win, When Martin Sanders’ turn came,
nd Coody Wesson crossed his palm
with the coin be banded ber, his tmper-

wis about to place the coin on the
fabls with the othesrs, she scrutinmized 1t

Lomlaburg sailed {rom Hoston on the
ot day of April. Favored by wind and
wwather it soon reached Cape Breton,
and was coastlug along tha shore of that
mlaud toward its destined baven. In

y of the vessols the soldiers were

whing the hills and woods on shore
with the interest inspired by new acenes,
Bt svery indentation of the const waa
faniilar 0 moet of the GGloncestar men,
for they had often beon there on their
fishing voyagem. Their attontion was
attrac sl b Lthe singular movements of

» wlitary couw that hovered persistently
.hc o then, now and then Ih‘hm ar
She topast,

As they wers sntering the harbar of
Lonsbnirg, Martin Sandlom was sent for-
ward 30 awist in furliag the jibh A

parted suddanly under his feat and
| hewdloag tnto the sen.

The Lt somme that fell apon his enrs
Pufors the roshing waters chsed over

Btin vy the bosrse sreaming of the
erow, A prwerfn curren! wasruaning
gl 10 wan only with great difficalty

e’ Sanders was pesoned.

VWhen the sacitemant waa over, and
e hall drowned mon was opce mors
wale i o ook the otow el disappeassd

Tha flewt cast gnehwor in the barbor
gnd consiless bomts tsak the men on
it e Pefore the swege conld com.

Bience the canncn modt be larided aod

,in. 1 in favorsbls pamition It was
g-bieons toil, Fop the il was hogey aod
fhe men - Den sank 4 the koees, but all
wror kel wilh a will and the guns, oo
alter poathae, wers lasdal

frmniwon el A vers, with others, were
dracyeing & canmosl on & skeilge throngh
Bad? frosen mml when soddenly with o
- f wimge & orow slightesl om

Job Avers mads o dush ot it with hie
e At the very instant that be dil
Riw remag oF 1he simige sank im Lhe troneiy
g soil the cannen gees & sudiden
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‘ It was with infheite difficalyy that his
cumpanions relessed him. Pale, and
balf fainting with pain sod oss of Lo,
be lovked Bp at the crow, still near,

| T beileve it witeh,” be cried

~“Peg Wasson, by heavens!” exclsimed '

Bacders, recalling the witch's curse. He

lifted bis loaded fowling piece, tock

stendy wiw sod fired  “Cow! caw! caw!™
| sepeaped Lhe crow, demsively winging
its ooward way usbust Martin Sao-
ders wus & renowned sbhot sod sever
known to niiss ssch a mark before! His
cumpaiins boted his fallare with
stazement, aml thongh they thoughs &
s pour use for guod powder and shot,
suothver aud anctoer And, but will the
s resalt

“It s surely a witch " eried Goodwin,
who, Iring on the grass with hastily
| bandsged ankle, was looking grimly oo

“It & surely a witch, aml not 0 be

beoaght dows by & leaden bullst, Notb-
| tog bt silver will bring down & witeh.”

“That's true,” cried Martin Sanders,
He hastily tore his silver sleeve buttoos
fromy his wrist, He wrenched them
satinder. It wus the wurk of & minute
b lowed bis gan with one of the preces.
The crow was still within gunshot. He
took deliberats aim sod fired. Woanded
in the leg, it fovtered downward in
bessening circles and apparently fell in
soune bosles close by, Dot careful and
prolonged search failed o discover it

For some days the woodmen who
passed Peg Wesson's hut morning snd
alght on their way to und from their
work 1o the forest notiosd that there was
uo smake in the chimuey.

“Peg's off on her broorostick,” said
opa,
“There's 1l ek for somelody some-
where,” aaid another,

It wus & mild and sunny May after.
poon: snd they were busily hewing in
| the wods when they beand u faint moan-
tng. They hoard i3 repeatedly, and at
length, following the sound, they came
upon Peg Wesson lying on the ground
and anable to get np.

How came she thers? They could
bhave sworn (hat she had not
them on the path, and who could have
mude her way throagh the impenetrable
jangle bevoud?

Though loath to tonch her they halped
her to her feet. She was unable to take
sstep. Her leg wus broken, A rude
litter was made and she was taken
horse, attering maledictions all the way.

A doctor was called. When he ex-
amined the fracture he sxtracted there-
from: & small piece of silver which be
carefully preserved.

When the soldiers returned from
Louisbure, wictoricns and jubilant at
having destroyed the hornet's nest that
bad long been a torment to Gloucester,
they heard with amazement what had
befallen Pog Wesson, for in comparing
dates they found that she had fallen
with the broken leg at the very time
that the crow had been shot.

Sanders prodoced his part of the
aleeve buttous. The doctor produced
bis. They were precisely alike.

They were linked together again and
carefully preserved by Martin Sanders
and his descendnnts, Indeed they are
kept to this day in the family for aaght
Il knuw to the contrary. They wers
brought out and exhibited whenaver
this remarkable story was told, and it
was very often told.

Peg Wesson never recovered from her
injury. She disd soon after and received
decent burial. but there is nostone bear-
ing her name in the old graveyard,

Poor maligned, persecuted Peggy! For
thee and such as thou there should in-
deed be, there must be, some happicr
sphere where the shadows of earth may
be forgotten in the glad sunshine of hap-
piness unkuown before,

Peggy's cot, untenanted after her
death, long the sport of the elements,
has fallen to decay. Dut if one cares to
know whears it stocd, its site near the
old garrison can be pointed out by any
of the older inhabitants, for this is no
tale of the imugination, but one in which
onr forefathers and foremothers implic-
itly believed —Sarah G. Duley in Bos-
wn Transcript.

Digestibility of Foods
Calf's foot jelly, tripe and rice are the
srticles of food most easily digested, the
time required for the first being only
thirty minutes, and for the other two
one homr each. Among the fish the
short fiber of the whiting, ** the ehicken
of the sea” makes it easily digestible.
But the foods that ars moat easily
| digested are mnot always the most
nutritions. Thua rice, which is more
sxtensively used aa wn article of food
| than anpthing else, forming as it does
| the principal diet of a third of the
| human race, is not nasrly =o natritions
| a8 wheat or some other grains, though
it is Par more enelly digested than they ;
more than nine-tenths of itsa substance
| sonsists of aturch and water, and it eon-

!

| in the oven.

AUTUMN IN THE COUNITRY,

When the aaves of o= iuzia e,
Aad e sung Wrds south ward 53
Wi Lhe frusl
Tosches all wnd fuger cil -
Tooc e asd it burus to gobd:
Whea » eel
All the summer that we bove,
And the shy grows Jray abaves
Wiosa the tresse from over hill
Eregs as wodellael on ),
Like a (oar;
When the grise grows el hered,
And 1he astuma sorm: clouds e
Waen the year
Pamses fruss e nuiddie poinse
To itk e wenler altsr tme:
Whea the itdenrn .l =3+ ceds
To the LUj's throne, el sends
Gia o grow
Whare the duwers sery = au
When the or hard™s n - e
th ire shaw
OFf ped and goid, falls o sarth —
Matber Worid that gare it birsh—
Thet, though liughing harvesis bring
Time w dasce aad tiwe ta sing
And delight,
Still & snfrow seems fo full
Over thosd aud bl and hall,

Like » blighs,
For Wse 'sarders won! away

1 the wight and dida't pay.
—Deirolt Tribaus,

THE CITY BOARDER.

“She's going to take a littls exercise,™
said M, Hinkley to her husband as he
catue up bot snd red for a drink of wa-
ter from the well, and looking down the
road he saw a swmart, strunge figure
strolling along by the wayside,

“Oh, she is, is she?" responded the
farmer dryly. He loosened the windliss
and dropped the bucket down into the
covl depths as he answered,

“Aud she's rigged out to kill in &
sprigged musiin, jM¢ covered with luce
rufilin,® went on his wife, with an ag-
gravated envy which only & woman can
feel, “and nbbous—my! no end of "em—
and a big leghorn hai loaded down
with flowers, and & white par'sol. 1f
she wears them things common, what
can she have for meetin, Jabez?'

Whatever wise opinion Jabes may
have entertained it was lost to the world,
being uftersl inarticulately from the
bottom of a large tin dipper.

“White shoes and stockin's, too, and a
pink silk petticoat. My land! what are
folks comin to? Iread a piece in the
paper the other day sayin they was fash'n-
able, but I never s'posed "twas anything
but talk. Her father must
be pretty well off. She thought mebbe
she'd walk up the hill to see the view.
She says she's dreadful fond of nature.”

“Hemph?” Farmer Hinkley mopped
his fevered brow. '*Waal,it'slucky she's
fond of it, for that's about all there is
goin on round here. She wants to learn
o wilk.” His great sunburned face
shone with amusement, and he winked
one blue eve under the brow that
half hid is, I guess I'll learn her with
Spotty.”

“Ain’t Spotty the one that kicks so?™

Her hushand nodded.

“Waal, yon shan't do no such thing.
Jabez Hinkley. Ain't yvou ashamed of
yourself? She's real pretty spoken, and
Isban't have no tricks played on her
while she stays here. My! 1 guess if
here ain't nothing wuss about folks
than their pein dressy they'll have to
fill up the aisles in heaven with camp
chairs to get 'em all in."

“Waal, I'm goin back, I gness we
shall git that bay in this mormn. 1
waut to hurry "o up 50 as to take hold
of the 10-acre lot tomorrow. You be
sure and ring the dinner bell good and
lond so's 1 ahail hear it

“Yon come in right off when Iring an
clean np a little.  Yon sin’t goin’ to set
down to the table in your shirt sleeves,
now we've got hoarders.”

If Jabez Hinkley bhad been born in
Paris he wounld have shrugged his shoul-
ders as he walked off. But as the only
world he had ever looked upon was up
among the New Hampshire hills, the
only expression he gave to his feslings
upon the subject of dressing for dinner
was to jam his dilapidated straw hat
down firmly on hishead and hitch uphis
tronsers before ho made s way out
ngain into the broiling sunshine of the
July day.

Mrs, Hinkley forgot all ahout her pies
A deeper feminine note
than her honsckeeping pride had been
touched, and she stood under the bLig
alm by the well gazing off persistently
upon tha streteh of yellow road that
wound past the farm gate and np Buz
anrd's hill, A turning had hid the sol-
ftary walker momentarily from sight,
but presently the fignre appearad again,
relieved janntily aguinst the sky, with
the white parasol ke a nimbus aronnd

| its bend. There was a coguettish, world-

sequently forms more fut than muscle, |

M gestion is rather hindered by care and
worey of Ul health, The process nanally
menpies from two to three hours,—
Brocklyn Eagla,

{ Napalese’s Talisman.
Lonis Napoleon, who believad himanlf,
svens am bl exile and poverty, destined to
thar thrune which the prestige of hima
onmie and his canning conp d'aiat on
abled lim to resch, was not withont Lis
superstitions, In his will he says, “ Wik
regard to my son, ot him keep as a talls
man the senl [ nend 20 wonr attached to
my wateh ” Thie talieman had no power
o turn aside thes fatal spears of the
Bulos, anil the yourg Napoleon met a
odder fate than his fazther's worst foars
el hare tmsagined for him. — Detroit

Frea Proes,

Wenther Wisdom.

Tha ohecrvatory at Paris was ron
ducted on & somewhat olid Teshiimed pilan
gncer (e lata dirmetee, Admiral Moo ez,
whosa denth was recantly recorded. Al
thongh & eouriscus man, the admiral
has 0o patiencs with modern newepapers,
e W reportars simost cooetant] e
maning 0 kim % interview” himm on
warians aatronomioal and meteoralogieal
qneetions,

Not loag ago & reporier cama o him
Al asksd, =~ How do vyou acronnt for the
present segern heing so vet”

I know nothang of meteosclogy
Anewst ol tiwe Yeem tor f the o | esreqtore
Blandir, “bat might 1 ventore o eng-
gret Tt perhage | ois eennee we have
Mk »o e h eada?”

The weprter joanked aghaet bnt went
ot guiekly =itk his neet guestion.  ( ag
oS 217 e mhat tar wentiee
wiil e e re ™

1 e e~ geawmeend the admdy ol
theé Pacd i | oo very besmy b o lar
W ry=il uLS RARTTOT | ey

fan el yom * R hange
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Iy air about = slender height, suggest-
ing forcibly the Newport Casino, or the
beach at Narragansett Pier, or the fisl
pond at Rodick’s, and n graceful ense in
its languid gait which could only bave
been acquired on city pavementa. But
thess wore lost on the cbserver, whose
eves rested hungrily opon the erisp
whita gown invested with the indeserib-
able something of style and distinetion
recognized and offerd homage biy every
woman w hatever her degree.

Pour Mre. Hinkley had never awned
a well fitting dress in bhor life. She had

never seen one of Doncet’'s masterpieces |

balivra,

1 guoess,” she sald o hersaif in patnie
reflcction, 1 gness she s her things
mindie out”

Ah, 4idn’t ehe Lave her things made
ont! Miss Mary Grinuell’s poor papa
erttld hare atseared for that as he filel
away the Blis for her stnmmer sarilcobw
—an areay of
tended Lo an sl & balf dogen
watering plavs, Why thee
REpRrRIY S Lreparaliond brade with plos
Falanticipathms, Me charming dang hter

iy myeryt

after all

{ ahanid have slected saddenly W0 spenid

Matiida

WAL

tie eqymmer with Anat
Now Hami=h a ms
thnt *lds wice parvi! did not atieaups to
peilen

He sitnply st it dovwn at onca a8 one
of thoas thipges nevar to e reveniod, Tiks

na

4 "1‘1!'_ atery

the whevea pte of The merth pole and
the real anther of Shakespeare’s
meled no grestiona, ramed no ob e tione

checyed] the trenke and maw tha twy

}
| evening had sestled dows—ihe lomg,

D im oene of (iyps novels and oblivicss of

|
think!

marvnious coafertions in- |

ndien safely into the teain. Aent Ma- |
his with a woulak, & library of Frene)
Botin and s small bedasiesl press and
L2 teve, wentr'nyg & onrkema, half da
Aant sxprsamdom, mod ot all anlwronsing
In “act |t gavs Bov & oW &t lrso Mon
tha arsa of 5 4 MR DU TR et e
Ihe car rn formm the lmtatca sm irg ¢
imnell se 1f woestly ssmaend, and lak
g hin sl g snodbhegar as Pl traie
roaded ont af the raten, moriing sad

prfMing mre kingle

Th farnlatewr wos a YVow 10 Mis
Mars s foajinge [hers bad leon o .n'n t
wipper F meod boans, or | s el hee !

wpl apwy Mrend  wed s and raee.

with pleaty of milk, 10 De sure, DOT fis
jost warm from the cow.  And theu the

lopely summer evening. Aunt Matikda
sal Ly tue stodent lamp mside absorboed

Ewwsguitoss, while Mary, strolling out
shie, Hnpersd on ithe pluzze, while a
sickly moot peerwd st hor beiween the
pine boughs, and turcagh toe air, swest
with the scent of houne s, came
the shrill squeak of the cricket and the
complaiuing of & whippoorwill Rt
was sot » sidence, and yet stiller thar
sy silence conld be.  Shd cried bepself
to slewp by and by.

Bat with the morning her elastic
young spirids revived. In s fresk of mis
chisf sbe dreow out from her Loxes the
eluborate wnd very unsuitible toilet
wiich bhud stirred Mrs Hiukley's soul
o its depths, sod sbhe &t the
breakfusst tabls ua a vision of loveliness

and freshness, at which the shy old |
farmer gaeed entranced and at which
Adut Matikls oried out in sevore disap- |
proval. She coaxed and smled sud |
wheedled uutil every one grew into a
guod humor, and as she started off for |
her walk even that griw rela-
tive bade her gouwdby with & relenting
heartiness, realizing how effectively the
fin de siecle figure would come nto the
lundscapes of the kodak.

Mary walked along with the pale dust
gsthering on the littls white shoes and
the pink [ining of the white paraso]l
deepeniag the bloom on her dimpled
cheek. Mury was trying to settle a
weighty question in her mind. She
knew its truthful answer well enough,
but pride awd stubbornness made her
willfully Dlisd.

The #un beat down fiercely npon the
leghorn hat as it neared the mummit of
the little Lill. A large oak tree crowned
the height, with a seat beneath ita
boughs, upon which Miss Grinnell seated
herself like aWattoanu shepherdess. Start-
ing up bastily she gave a cry of surprise,
Before her. gazing with great, mournful
eves into her own, stood a pretiy calf,
apparently not st all frightened by the
intrusion of o stranger upon his feeding
place, and, like Mrs. Hinkley, regarding
Doucet’s muslin with approval. At first
the city bred damsel wus startled, but
in a secoud she saw that he was fastened
to an iron stake near by and that his
orbit was limited, Boshe laid down the
white parasol and began to pat the in-
truder on the head, talking to him the
sort of nonsense with which women al-
ways address babies and animals,

He seemed guite won by these atten-
tious, and Mary was charmed. She rose
and walked abont, calling him to her,
He followed qbediently, and she began
to think sericosly of buying him from
the farmer to toke back with her for
a pet, when suddenly something sent
him into a panic. He started back and
ran around aud around her, frightened
her half out of ber senses, and before
she realized what was happening Mary
found herself wonnd up tightly with the
calf and the rope and the stake. Atfirst
her sense of the ridiculous got the better
of ber terror, and she laughed aloud at
the oddity of her position. But in a mo-
ment she saw its awkwardness and hope-
lessness as well, and she struggled to
fres herself, while the poor calf, in blind
bewilderment, ran to and fro, drawing
the tangle tighter and making escape
less possible.

At this critical moment a oool, well
bred voice behind her broke in. “*Good
evening, Miss Grinnell,” it said as po-
litely as if she had been walking down
Fifth avenue instead of in such an ab-
surd plight. Ah, me! The pink lined

waus nowhere in comparison with
the blush those few words brought out.

“Oh, Rob!" she cried. “Saye me!
Where did yon come from? Can't you
take me away from this dreadful beast?

“Not until you answer me the gnes
tion I asked yon the other night. Do
you think it was right to run away and
leave me in the lurch as you did, with
no address, and did you snppose I should
not hunt you up directly? No, Mary.
Come, which is it to be—yesorno? 1
will drive away the calf whichever it i=,
but you must answer me cne way or the
other at onca.™

The young man had not smiled, al-
though the picture was funny enough to
bave sent a stoic into fita of lsughter—
poor Mary, finshed and tearful, fastened
up against the stake, with her white
ruffles cruahed and roined, and the in-
nocent calf, pinfonad at her side, still
fastening his big, wistful eyes upon her
face.

“0Oh, Rob,” she said again, “‘yon know
I mesnt ves all the time. We women
always do when we say no™

Well, they forgot all abont the
ealf. Hours luter they strolled in to
supper, having confided in Aunt Matil-
da, who bestowed o blessing upon them
and announced in majestic tones to the
Hinkleys the arrival of her niece’s flance

“He may be n fyansay.” thonght Mrs.
Hinkley to herself, nodding sagely, “but
if he win't keeping company with her 1
miisa my guess.'”

Somehow the supper did not strike
Mary as being so dreadfn] that second
pight. The farmer thought he had
never seon a girl so pretty before, snd
tried to make couversalion.

“Mother,” he =id, “what do yvomn

You know that calf of Spotty’s |
that was fastrned upon the hillt Waal, !
I vow ¢f the critter badn't contrived tn

git onbitched sonehow or other, and

there “towas sipallin roand Jdéwn the
romd. ‘Lomze Hrigzes' wman fetched it |
hack this afi'noun, Cur'eos ain't 2%

“Why, wan't yon up on the hill, Miss
Girinowil mekccd Mr. Hipkley sl
deply, “You Qiin't see nothin of the
ealf, did 1. yon was thrrea™

Weil, it womue to el did soe one
when | Lirst reached the o, but 1 dont
remimber noticing it when 1 came
dirwn, " said Mary, dimpling and Inugh
ing.  The yoanug wan langhed to
[ gnesa ‘rwase ponpet 1 puesa them

fotneee and By dildles soaret §t
Mr. Hiaklev's great hnlk ohonk witl
Amnssynont Fe {vond hilmaself a ronl
wit Neithar  Horwe Walpale 1
(iviaryge Selwyn svip [#0 auy greaiss
satiafartinn in a bonmot

“1 gneen thevy A " respenuded Mary,
and the whalse tahle lyrnphed agn'n
Thee ha samethins MInglrTR th rei
lean Bajpinres

Thal might Annt MaiiMa finlehe!
Mpusieur Frod™ by the sindént lamngp,
o] Mery wat oawi €. tie ratEa sgeis
The ¢ wy el tiwengh the pine
bmgha o, =t the 4w 1 wrfe A
enlie whils the rolebet and the whip

wrxYl Bed tensd Lhdie pe ety W@
raj e e Yeor o831 thare ITE fTes

al tigm ety Inees =% b wwas » # & vt ipvess
ey all smd Mary cvies] borss|f 8 tlewp
agun Bt shin Givne she FTwG Wi
byrrunacae 4 Wioagp. Pome

| aply Emows what

It woos We quiet night. wilh walllag mean,
It sk tor Civaced shice s Lale af woe
Wik e seLg s o'ur soeme venguished

1 peascs ou with lowiny books wind biowo.

W Lhe dying car it briags,
And dirges

!
And reguElms wft of waves that |
LI

And suranse dead marches, as with muf- ‘
Bord A7 Gs,
It beats eo lously shores: asd whes night |

e,
A terder, erooning lullaby 1t siugs ‘
HoRiug fta 0wl aule eleruel sieep.
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RALPH, THE ROVER. 4

“Here, Ralph! Ralph! Hi, you scamp!
Come oack bere, sir! Thers, he's gone!
Off for two or three days’ tramp agan.
Beg pardon, sir! 1 dido't see you. |
was that bosy callin the dog, | reckon |
pearly walked over you. The matter,
wir? Well, it's that dog, Ralph. You '
heard me call bim, | dare ssy. A
grander older fellow you couldn't find

in a day's travel, but he bas one bad
| habit. Most humans have wore than

that, and | ain't sure in my own mind |
that he sin’t humsn., .

“The habit? Well, it's just this: He
will follow every blessad old tramp as
passea here, aud keep followin ‘em,
pometimes for two or three days. He's
a queer one, Ind you wvotice bim just
now? Didn't see bim? Well.halupi
just far encogh behind the fellows so
they won't drive him back, suiffin,
suiffin along, and kind of castin his eve
back to let me know he's hearing me,
but not heedin me. Just the sames way |
he acts every time he goes off. He'll be
back all right when he does co 1e; and
be's been acting thal wasy ever since
I've had him. ‘Stolen? Why, =ir, |
don’t believe the one's livin could steal
him or fasten him up ever so tight he
couldn't get back ever since—an & right
queer way [ got him too.

“Is he mine? Well, yes, in one way;
an then no, in another, It was a queer

story anyway.

“Tell it, «ir? Well, if 1 had time I
might. Ah, thank you, sir! A fine
gentleman like you can afford to be
Eenerous.,

“Now, let me ses! As near aa I re-
member, it was June, two year ago, as
I coms down stairs rather early one
morning to light the fire for my old
wowman., She warn't very strong then;
the youngster thers was ouly a couple
of meuths old, an I was gettin the
things all bandy for her to get break-
fast. When she come down the fire was
lightin an the kettle singin—for joy of
seein her, I'm thinkin,

“Mollio was always a great one for
fresh air, so as soon as she saw that
everythin was goin right in the kitchen
she walks to the front door, turns the
koy an opens it.

“Well, quick as a fash ¢he came run-
nin back to me with ber face kind of
white an scared.

“*0Oh, Jim, come out bere to the door!
Quick! says she.

“An when I followed her blessed if 1
don’t seo the rummest sight [ ever did,
an there [ stood, starin like an ape.

“Yon see, these seats on the porch are
rather comfor'ble to sit on, an with the
vines hangin over this way makes it
“most us shut in an quietlike as a bed-
room; then the posts here an at the cor-
pers form good rests for the back. Well,
anyhow, good or bad, right here, a-leanin
back in the most uncom{blest way, was
the trampiest looking tramp I ever saw,
sound aslecp. An on the seat beside
him, with bis head on the man's lap,
was the dandiest setter [ ever expect to
eee. A wallyble dog, sir, too, as [ knew
soon a5 I set eyes on him. 1 alwayx
know a good dog, being rather in the
sportin line myself, an this was a genu-
fne Gordon setter.

*Well, sir, I suppose I must have said
pomethin, with surprise, for to wake
them up. The dog turned the solem'est |
eyes ronnd to me, askin me not to maka |
oo much noise; an the man, all rags an |
tatters, yawned an set up. An then, |
seein Mollie right behind me, I'll be shot,
sir, if he didu't stand up, take off his
piece of a hat to her, an begin to appol- |
ergise for settin on our doorstep. Said
he'd been ‘overcomes with fateek.! My
eye! For the manners of him 1 oonll
hardly bebeve he weren't a swell cove,
dressed in the latest fashion, with a full
blooded stepper at the gate waitin fur
biwm,

“l know 1 must have stared at him
considerable, btut, bless wou, Mollis
didn’t spend no time a starin till she'd
asked bim into the kitchen, an when the
brenkfusi was ready she gave him an
his dog. too, & good ome.

“His fect were blistored with walkin
in shoes that left half of his feet out-
doors an half in; an as he could scarcely
take o pfop we made him stay with us »
day or so till they got botter: but he
conldn’t bear it, an the only reason, |
think, was that he war afraid of bur-
denin sx.  Dut, Lord! He did »s much
for us as we Jdid for him, 1Tl be bound

| Ha filled the yurd with kindlin's, an 1

balieve he'd ‘a’ chopped all the wood in
the village 1f Mollie hadn't sestn his
hands all biistered an blesdin, Tha!
give hiin away. sure. ‘A gentleman
born,” eays [ 1o mysell when 1 see thosa
Ill‘l:l'

“Them wpothin would do but Mollis
mnst docter an bandage them up for
him An while sha was doin it sghe
benrd mround lik= & chiid trvin pot o
ery, an Le just bends down an kisses
her hanl, an thon be savs, RKind of low

an chickad e, more like 8 groan than
words, b, maother”
*An the way the iittle kid took to him

waa & cantion, A mite like he was -nn
saree at alls onle pnokered up his face
and erad when | wont rear himn, l']" |
smile np o Robert's fice {that was what
he told 08 to call hom) an hold on 0 s
Guper 1ike he was his nurse

Now to beoanye sir, three daye dom't

st ook in 8 bife, an wmll may e
think it Loodisly the staome we st by beidh
BiAn A ~ fors that s was prased
Ralph would Ly down beside the balys

ermlla an npathin wenbl move him il

s mraster el the prwan. then he'd gat
Bp an shin nisall =a f It was ume
Lo g0, an be = o gedn

Ml szt e wam hamar an if sver
a el oets f= ae grinsl s hevir ] honr

thare was &

flmrea ik ma thines mn
=f Ralpd
nk=1 Raiph sn Polert
Pren motw The fart B b wae o veal
'.“”-.“ thel waa plgtn esomgh
Promght down o8 b s be v by L

Bat 8 trus r=tiis
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Yeu we p

" man, sn 1 kfow the right kind whea 1

I

He mever lct on for one mo-
menut, though, a siugls word about him-
peif but once ap that was the lest oven-
in be wes here

“The dog was sttin beside himu, with
his head restin on Robert’s knee, when 1
says, kind of sudiealike:

“ 4 et Ralph's & vary vallylis dog,
Botert

“Yes, yes, bhe says, sort of slow.
*Too vallyble,” stzoking Halph's hosd
with a loviz hand, while the dog looked

1he humatest cyes you would ever see
=
“‘He's worth & grest deal of money,'
be said again, after & woment’s Thinkin,

‘| am very sory fur it sometimen.  I've |

bews in wany bard strails af times, an
I've been afraid—ave, afraid of wysell
—1hat I'd be teaanpted to sell him. Not
while | was myself, old fellow, you ua-
derstand, but wioen ] was the brute 1
soqnetimes s

“By George, eir! you wouldn't believe
it, | dare say. but I'd ke wmy sfydavy
that dog looked up, sort of sadliks, and
shook his head. !

“To make the story short—though, all |
told, it was nob 80 very long—when we |
came down stairs the next morning |
Ralph lay on the floor xuﬂlmhbml
ter's stick, bt his mwaster wasn't no-
where round.

*“Tell me the dog didn't know! He
knew us well as we did why it was done;
that the master be loved an who loved
him had left him, but be had been told
to watch the stick, an with the ssddest
eyes an droopin Le lay there wll day
long. Anl truly believe if we hadn't
got the stick away from him and varned
it he'd 'a’ been watchin 1t yel.

“An his master® Yes, sir; gone—
clean goue. An we've never heard a
word of him since. Ungratefu? No,
sir; I don't taks it so. [ihink be couldu’t
trust himself with the dog be loved,
when he was hiwself, vou see, an so he
Jeft him where he knew he'd be well

taken care vf, Yes, ¥ loeo
it anyhow. An then he AWAY
before the dog would guit that

the scent was lost for poor Ralph. Buat
he sin't mever give up. Not & day, sir!

“Do? Well, there's mnot a tramp
comes past here—an the worse looking
they are the wilder he is to get after
them, sniffin at their tracks, and then
his tail will drop so disappointedliks, |
yet he'll keep on an follow "em for a day,
or maybe three days, till he geots sure he |
ain't comin to his master, when he'll
come back. Seems to wme as if he kind
of thought they wight know bim. How
does he find out they don't? Bless vou, |
sir, don't nsk wme, but dogs know a hesp |
more than people think,

“He ought ‘s’ been named Rover, for |
he's boen iu more different places round |
here than | bave an always turns up all
right when he's settled the matter. i

“Why! ain't that him now, s-sniffin |
along the other road? Of course itis. |
Well, now, how'd he got over there, 1
wonder; scems as if he was scentin |
somethin, don't it? |

“Hi, Ralph! Ralph! Ah! there he
comes, a-boundin along towards us just
a8 he used 1o go for his master. Looks |
as if he thought he could find him, sure. |
See, now! Ain't b a beauty? |

“Here, Ralph! Good old fellow! Cane
here, sir! Eh! What! Straight for you, |
gir, he's gone, without a look for me!
All over yon in & minute! A fine gen-
tleman like you! What! you, you, sir!
Robert! Great Scott]! An Ralph kuew
you! Well, well; 1 give in. Dogs is
human!”—M. Warren Hale in Pittsburg
Bulletin,

The Cyclone in Msuritiue
After 11 a. m. the velocity of the
wind incressed, being at 1 p. m. at the
rate of 96.5 miles an hour, and at 120 at |
the rate of 104 miles. But from 125 to
2:30 p. m. there was a lull, the velocity |
decreasing to the rate of 48 miles an
hour at 233 p. m. It then began to in-
crease again, snd at 347 p m. was at |
the rate of 121.2 miles per hour, bat it
soon began to abate, being at the rate of
72 miles at 520 p. m., 60 miles at 6 p.
m., 47 miles ot 7 p. m. and 26 miles at §
m. By this time the weatbor was |
fine, the sky partially clear, and bore |
and there stura were shining brightly, |
It may be stated slso that from the
20th to the 20%h thers were from five to |
Eix groups of sun spots, indicating » con- |
siderahile increase of solar activity, and |
that from the #5th to the 28ih there |
were large megnetic disturbanoss, the
portion of the sun’s disk on which there |
was A very large group of spots on Feh,
12 being again on or near the suun's
central meridinn —Nature,

All Look Alike,

It is often difficnit, when opinfon is
challenged, to know just what one s
desired to say. Mahilstick 1= & painter;
he has & work on the essel, and he
stands before 1@ with & despairing
c¢lutch of his hair,

“What do you thinkof tf [If yon
knew how 1 have strgglad over |17

“Yes; 1t shows the stroggis”™ en.
deavoring to put ju the answet & £V
pethetic nota,

“Dio yom think s? T dom’t think so st
all,” Mahistick repline with feoling, but
then takes heart, and waving his hand
st tha v standing and hunging
abomit him & s prondiy:

“Yes; they all show struggle™ —New
York Evenitg Sun.

Wonderful Railroad.

When the reiliroed betwesn Mosorw
anid Bt Petersburg was ppened it in-
spired grest terrar fa the breasts of the
taperstitions  peasantry, who thomght
there must Ye soage witcheralt in an in
vontion whith conld maks & train of
hesvy cars run almyg wilbout horses a1
the rate of twinly miles an honur,  Scone
of them wonl! pot go in sght of & train
Others took timid peeps at the pmoke
treathing ~reatare. which ther lali=ved
to bealive and ready 1o devomr what
ever oarne fn its way, When the whis
tis sounded they il “The mmster s
knngry, he's serenming for somebady to
at™

By degrees, howeem, their ferroe
wore awny, and following the exampis
of the w1llags privets the pemannts beagan
to try the “wmoks wagrme ™ themgh with
foar and trembling The sapessditom
had gowe Vgt t veterr ]l reenaltied

Ome | man whe hadl pere
Yomer awsr from bw own vlnge deter
trotake a look s “Mither Mes
coem . whicl w regarded br all the Bns
wign (essanttT he the moat wanderfyl

oty
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St Petensburg!”— Youth's Cusnpacion.

e —————

Tommy and Johany have leen discbe
dient o thelr mother; they are sout %o
bed pending their fathor's arrival
Juhmlf (whu bhosrs bim coming
staire}—1 say, Tommy, here comes
1 sbail pretend o e
Tommy -1 stse't. | shall got up snd
put potoethiog on. —Comic Cuts,

At the Altar.

Marriage is slways a serione business,
but not y it has Jodicrous
socompaniments.  An Englsh paper re
latew that a widower no longer young
gave the clergyuan who officiated st Lis

by lis stupddity. He seemed 1o be pos-
tessed by somme spirit of coutrariety.

When told to give bkis right hané he
gave his left. When the miniiter mod,
“Bay this after me,” bhe Immediswly
replied, “Say this after me™ Then,
when the words be wus 1o repest wers
given to him be was stolelly silent,

At lust e seamned to be awsre that
ths minister was somewhst disturbed,
and in the middle of the servioe be up-
set the reverend gentleman's gravity oy
volunteering this spology:

“You ses, sir, it's s long sinoe | was
marriad afore that you must exouse my
forgotting Lhese things. " —Youth's Co-

panion.

Their Names

A Savannah paper tells of & phymician
of that city who was recently called 10
prescribe for an old pegro woman, After
ascertaining her symnploms atvd ssearing
ber thut her fears of fnstant desth were
baseless, he turned Lis sttention to ber
chiddrep—two roliicking pickaniunies,
who were having a tusle on the floor,

“What's the nsme of your boys™ Le
asked the woman

“That one, sab, is Lake Genewsh ™
said the woman, pointing to her yonnger
child, “and that cne, sab, am Lake So-

-

*“Where did you get such names™
asked the doctor in nmasemont.

“From & book, ssh,” aunswered the
woman.—New York Tribune

Mesuty versns Wealth.

“Td msther be beautiful than rich™
said one girl

“1 would rather be rich,”™ said the
other.

“Why would you? Beauty i more
powerful than riches”

“Not much it sn't. No matter how
beautiful you wers, there wonld be
plenty of women 0 say that you wers
pot half as pretty ss you thought yon
were, but if you conld show the cold
cash, with {ta attendant fine bonses, fine
turnouts, fine clothes, fine jewelry and
all the rest of it, and was bomely, every
woman yon knew wonld think yon were
the lovelimt thing on earth “—Dwircis
Froe Pross.

The Last Nirsw.
Willowsnap—AVLy so dejected, old

man® .
Rackaway—I've just had torpend a
lot of v un my wife's clothea

Willowsoap—But you haven’t been
married thres months, and she oretainly
had a magnificent tronssesu

Rackaway—I1 know it ot she had
to have two of her gowns retrimmmed —
(Mlonk Review.

Obeying Tnstruetions

Officer Zermlomonk] (who has come te
the Bilkins' ressdence from the sosne of
a painfal sccident p—is Uhis Mrs. Bilkine,
mum®

Mre, Bilkine—Yen,

Offioer Zermlomoski—Well, P're heen
eent To Sell yon that your hushand's
head has beon brok to. mum, and Mo ta
hroak it 1o you genily, mun. —Clionge
News-Rocord

Whst Dass & Mas Kaew?

Mr. Pillus (at bedume)-Maria, o
maorrew will be Mand's Bribdsy. | have
Fot & present Por Let. and | want bher o
foe §t the first thing In the morning,
Shall 1 put 1t on ber breadfant pists’

Mrs 140us - What on surth 5 & e
good for unyhow! (Five it to e, Joibn
‘hqa}nuphﬂ"ﬁ bang 7 in frost
8 ber milrrear —Chibenge Trilbane,

A Olevst Prpediont

My Drwerel Phiste - Are you the offiom
pm the et nasr wy bouse?

Ol ey Mumings - Tie, s,

Mr. Iirexs! Phiste Womld yom mind
stanfing pear ouy Eilrkeg sntranes pesy
Batardar afterncon for & feow minuted®
We re having some trembin bn pefting »
girl mod [ sant the sne who sopnes bt
uria? 1o have svery possihle ind uoemmen
te st Criomge News Reoood

Tabing His (henres

Mewshor - Swigeny, yom o 0 Y
more keerful hew yon handile money
Poogie koteh dissasss Irum money

oot hinnk aNing hie ootee vt of h
mewth and rannting thee)—Two, thrmn
eight ten leeen sirtesn - abrine, tnister?

—seveniean wghteen piostess et
fomt. B Jay Gould kin chinee
Snorty, | reck's 1 bin —Chionge Trib
une

A Gennine A rrisie

Thcker— What do wom think of thed
tight money article tv The Wall Birea
Fiarey?

Tivieer -1 poves thers is prmething i
1t 1 et Lhe atligr this meening.

Dicker - Whet dhd be sas

Twiker—Sotatng . o |
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